I will with joyous spirit fresh and green
Sing you a song to gladden you, I ween;
From all such serious matters let's be gone;
Hearken my song, which runs in this way on:

ENVOY OF CHAUCER

t RISELDA'S dead, and dead is her patience,

In Italy both lie buried, says the tale;
For which I cry in open audience,
That no man be so hardy as to assail
His own wife's patience, in a hope to find
Griselda, for 'tis certain he shall fail!

O noble wives, full of a high prudence,

Let not humility your free tongue nail,

Nor let some clerk have cause for diligence

To write of you so marvelous detail

As of Griselda, patient and so kind;

Lest Ghichevache 2 swallow you in her entrail!

Nay, follow Echo, that holds no silence,
But answers always like a countervail;
Be not befooled, for all your innocence,
But take the upper hand and you'll prevail.
And well impress this lesson on your mind,
For common profit, since it may avail.

Strong-minded women, stand at your defence,
Since you are strong as camel and don't ail,
Suffer no man to do to you offence;

2 Chichevache: a fabulous monster, in medieval satires, that fed
on patient wives, and was therefore very lean. Bicorne was the
contrasting monster that had grown fat from eating patient hus-
bands.
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